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'One, of a rather singular nature, which I intend ta
present to-morrow; it is the portrait of the person herself.*
'Can I see it?'
'Certainly; here it is.5 I showed her a miniature Lord
Percy had given me.
'Why, it is the Duchess of Northumberland. She is here
this afternoon; over there, in pink with curly hair. Let us
go and give it to her.3
She led me across the room.
'Dear duchess,' she said, 'here is a gentleman who has a
letter for you.'
'Ah, yes; it is Monsieur de Seingalt. I am delighted to
see you, chevalier; my son has written to me about you. I
hope you will come and see me; I receive three times a
week.'
'Then I will do myself the honour of handing the
precious letter to you at your own house.'
We played whist for small stakes, and I lost fifteen
guineas. Lady Harrington drew me to one side and gave me
a little lesson, which I think worthy of being repeated here.
'You lost,' she said, 'and you paid your losses in gold. I
suppose you had no bank notes.'
'Pardon me, my lady; I have one of fifty and one of a
hundred pounds.'
'You should have changed one, then, or paid some other
day. It is considered a mark of bad breeding here to pay in
sounding money. In a foreigner, of course, it is excusable,
but don't let it happen again. You saw the lady smile when
you gave her your guineas.3
'Yes; who is she?»
'Lady Coventry, the sister of the Duchess of Hamilton/
'Ought I to offer her my excuses?'
'No; the offence is not of such a serious nature as that.
She may have been surprised, but not offended, for she is
the gainer by fifteen shillings.'
This little bit of provincialism on my part was vexatious.

